Our last quarterly retrospect was omitted. So plentiful are the subjects that present themselves to our notice this quarter that we have only to stop and gather them as we pass, and the difficulty, if any, rather lies in the selection of our materials, than in the want of them.
His memory was perpetually at fault, and nothing seemed to rest upon his mind. He made engagements to dinners and parties, but usually forgot half of them. When he did appear, his gay flow of spirits, happy application of humorous stories, and constant and congenial ease, were all wanting. The brilliant hues of his varied conversation had failed, and the strong powers of his intellect had manifestly sunk. There was something peculiarly sad in the change. It is not unusual to observe the faculties grow weaker with age; and in the retirement of a man's own home, there may be c 110 unpleasing melancholy ' in the task of watching such a decline. But when in the midst of the gay and the convivial, the wit appeared without his gaiety, and the guest without his conviviality?when the fine fancy appeared not so much sobered as saddened, it was a cheerless sight. time to see the murderer strike the last blow. Sanford went out ot the house to wipe off the blood from his axe upon the snow, and while lie was doing so the inmates of the house fastened the doors, and prevented his coming back again. He then left the house, passed out into the road, and following it but a short distance, soon struck off into the woods at the foot of West Rock.
The ruffian was pursued, and captured after a desperate effort. One of the party who was armed with a pitchfork thrust it into Sanford's chest, and held the maniac at bay for a moment, until another struck him with a club and knocked him down. There were eight men in the party, and it was with the greatest difficulty that they could secure and bind him. He fought desperately. as the unerring rule of truth and justice ; for if so, let us return to the rack, the thumb-screws, the Lyncli-law, or the bow-string, to which the world has before now given its common consent, as if such things were infallibly right. Perhaps they were prog 2 per for the time being; the Lynch-law in unsettled communities, and the bow-string in the days of despotism. But times alter, and things alter with them, and our judgment alters with the alteration of things and times. In settled states, many severities may be safely dispensed with; and as the Lynch-law gives way to the trial by jury, so the capital punishment by death may yield to the milder punishment of exclusion from the world for the rest of the culprit's life, or a portion of his life ; and society, as it is now constituted, is surely strong enough to protect its own interests and safety, without being in haste to take away life from those who threaten to molest them, or have, in fact, already molested and damaged them. As to the popular cry of death for death, and the public feeling of satisfaction at the execution of a great criminal, we own we look upon such outbursts as nothing more than a hasty spirit of revenge, which had much better be suppressed than encouraged. To our ears, it has something of the sound of a savage yell in it. It would be better if the daily press were to endeavour to moderate such passionate expressions of abhorence for vice or crime than to join in the outcry and sympathise with its oversensitive exclamations. Life is life ; and because A has killed B, it is no reason why we should rush upon A and kill him in return. A might repent, or at all events we might allow him place for repentance ; and, while protecting ourselves, afford him the opportunity of reflecting on the past and meditating on the future, without endangering our own security and well being by doing so. Such a proceeding on our parts seems more consentaneous with a people professing and calling themselves Christian, than an eagerness for putting in force the extreme severity of laws, which had their rise in days of barbarism and disorder that now no longer exist. It is with pleasure, therefore, that we turn to the account of the last hangman and the last gibbet.
"John Murdoch, who, until disabled hy age and infirmity, about four years ago, had officiated for a lengthened period as the finisher of the law in Glasgow, and who was the last hangman who is ever likely to be in the ordinary pay of the corporation, has himself at length ' 
